
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



348 



THE ART WORLD 



February 1917 



abnormal men. Then, what possible human ends can 
be subserved by signing or selling it or foisting it 
upon a public museum? 

If this creation is the result of a mere desire" to 
shock the patient public into gaping at Renoir as he 
struts through the world of art, it is a piece of in- 
sufferable charlatanism; if, on the contrary, it is the 
result — as we truly suspect — of the high-brow 
aesthetic philosophy worked out in their "Ivory 
Tower" by a few Mandarins of the Romantico-Im- 
pressionistic-Parnasso-Paranoic brotherhood of 
Modernistic artists and critics, it is at best a de- 
generate creation unworthy of a man who has done 
some fine things, one who should not have allowed 
himself to fall so low as to permit this creation to 
go out of his studio, much less let it be placed in 
the Luxembourg Museum to make him ridiculous as 
long as the canvas lasts. 

When we look at Renoir's fine "Portrait of a Fam- 
ily" in the Metropolitan Museum, New York, and 
then at this half -nude aberration we can realize how 
a false philosophy either in life or in art always 
leads to degeneracy and that, all along the line; and 
this, if not arrested, will surely help to bring about 
a social decline. What an abyss between this inept 
thing and Giorgione's exquisite "Sleeping Venus" 
at Dresden ! 

The modernists may answer: this is not an at- 
tempt to produce classic beauty, but an effort to 
show a "personal technique." If so it is a rebellion 



against the commands of the Cosmic Volition : "Seek 
ye the beautiful, even as I seek it!" and the sub- 
stitution of intellectual paralysis for commonsense. 
For the public is no more interested in Renoir's 
vaudevillian stunts in paint than in last year's snow. 
And the painter who paints only to astonish other 
painters, as some women dress themselves to rouse 
the envy of other women, is simply beneath the con- 
tempt of mankind. 

Modernists may answer again: it is only "ex- 
periment." Then it should not have been allowed to 
go out of the studio, above all not to be placed in a 
national museum to receive thereby the stamp of 
approval from the government as a finished work 
of art and to be regarded there by all — to the eternal 
bewilderment of the public which never will and 
never should understand. To give such a work val- 
uable space in a costly museum is a profound mis- 
take and an insidious error to say the least. 

When will our modernistic artists learn that the 
world has a supreme disdain for the mere hand- 
writing of a painter? and reserves its laurels only 
for such as have used the language of painting for 
the creations of poetic beauty, such as is capable 
of enduringly delighting mankind? When will they 
see that any attempt to parade in the world of art 
a personal trickery, instead of offering a sublime 
message, is to degrade beneficent egotism into a 
corroding ego-mania? 



THE LURE OF THE ORIENT 



The voice of Memnon, vibrant as a lyre, 
Borne o'er the desert, billowing like the foam ; 

The dirge of waves round the razed walls of Tyre 
Call again home! 

The roses of Fayum wherefrom the bees 
Build through long languid hours the nectared comb, 

The rapt muezzin's cry when daylight flees 
Call again home! 

Anemone torches shimmering in the sun 

Where bands of Bedouin rove the Syrian loam; 

The amber grapes on lofty Lebanon 
Call again home! 

The silence that wraps Tadmor when the stars 
Gather at midnight in the sky's blue dome; 

The jostle of the Damascene bazaars 
Call again home! 



These, with a potent lure transcending art, 
Whithersoe'er his questing feet may roam, 

To him who holds the Orient dear at heart 
Call again home! 

Clinton Scollard 



